JLNLo King of England ever died more beloved of his
people; none was so unceremoniously hurried to his grave.
James, busy with the congenial task of assuming the power
his brother had left him, did not even attend the funeral
He dared not bury his dead with proper Catholic rites; he
would not permit Church of England ceremonies. So in the
darkness of a winter's night a coffin covered with the royal
purple was carried to Westminster Abbey with only a pro-
cession of noblemen headed by Prince George of Denmark
to attend it. For two hundred years not even his name
marked the tomb of King Charles,

The society he had created died with him. The reckless,
delightfully foolish, merry life at Whitehall could not sur-
vive its leader* It degenerated rapidly, for fun went out of
the place and shame entered. The resulting debauchery
was very dull The women and the wits who had attracted
visitors from all Europe to the gayest court in the world
were soon scattered. Louise retired hastily into France
where for nearly fifty years she carried on a monotonous
struggle of greed against poverty, Nelly, whom James
protected as his brother had asked, lived quietly the two
remaining years of her life in her house in Chelsea. Bar-
bara Palmer fulfilled Ormonde's prediction and grew old,
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